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but a living fair one, whom lie saw daily, and loved in the
secrecy of his heart. His Gruppe aus dem Tartarus (Group
from Tartarus), his Kindesmorderinn (Infanticide), are pro-
ducts of a niind brooding over dark and mysterious things.
While improving in the art of poetry, in the capability of
uttering his thoughts in the form best adapted to express
them, he was likewise improving in the more valuable art of
thought itself; and applying it not only to the business of the
imagination, but also to those profound and solemn inquiries,
which every reasonable mortal is called to engage with.

In particular, the Philosophische Briefe, written about this
period, exhibits Schiller in a new, and to us more interesting
point of view. Julius and Raphael are the emblems of his
own fears and his own hopes; their Philosophic Letters un-
fold to us many a gloomy conflict that had passed in the
secret chambers of their author's soul. Sceptical doubts on
the most important of all subjects were natural to such an
understanding as Schiller's ; but his heart was not of a temper
to rest satisfied with doubts; or to draw a sorry compensation
for them from the pride of superior acuteness, or the vulgar
pleasure of producing an effect on others by assailing their
dearest and holiest persuasions. With him the question about
the essence of our being was not a subject for shallow specula-
tion, charitably named scientific; still less for vain jangling
and polemical victories: it was a fearful mystery, which it
concerned all the deepest sympathies and most sublime an-
ticipations of his mind to have explained. It is no idle
curiosity, but the shuddering voice of nature that asks: " If
our happiness depend on the harmonious play of the sen
soriurn; if our conviction may waver with the beating of the
pulse ? " What Schiller's ultimate opinions on these points
were, we are nowhere specially informed. That his heart
was orthodox, that the whole universe was for him a temple,
in which he offered up the continual sacrifice of devout adora-
tion, his works and life bear noble testimony; yet, here and
there, his fairest visions seem as if suddenly sicklied over
with a pale cast of doubt; a withering shadow seems to flit
across his soul, and chill it in his loftiest moods. The dark